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— believe it 


Do it! Damnit! 
—Spencer W. & 
J. Golden Kimball 


THIS WEEK IN 


——_—— Church history 


145 years ago 

A decent morning. Wives miserable. Kids 
miserable. Left with Heber C. to go dipping in 
the Platte. Then went buffalo hunting, rock 
climbing, and found some spiffy Indian arrow- 
heads around Chimney Rock. Stayed back and 
carved my initials in a rock while Heber C. and 
the rest of the gang returned to the wagons. 
Forgot the t.p. and used poison ivy instead. 
Returned to camp late at night. Wives miser- 
able. Kids miserable. My can itches. —Rictor 
C. Cratchett (DHC 1.5: 404) 


Question of the week 
Do any answers exist to the following ques- 
tions? 

Will BYU be able to win another football game 
without a Detmer? Is it true that undercover food 
cops are on their way to snatch Koy from UC? What 
is your name? What is your quest? What is your 
favorite color? What is the average velocity of a 
laden swallow? 


(Answer on page 13) 
Quote from the past 

“T tell you Mormonism is one great surge of 

licentiousness; it ‘is the seraglio of the Republic, it is 

the concentrated corruption of this land, it is the 

brothel of the nation, it is hell enthroned. This 

miserable corpse of Mormonism has been rotting in 

the sun, and rotting and rotting for forty years, and 

the United States Government has not had the 

courage to bury it.—Reverend T. DeWitt Talmage 
(1880) 
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People who made a difference 


When I look back at all the 
people I have met during my 
short life, I must give credit to 
many people. 

First, the doctors and the 
nurses who delivered me at 
UVRMC (when it was just an 
X), cut the cord, and trimmed a 
little here and there. Then there 
has to be the surgeon who took 
out my appendix when I was 
eight. Without them I wouldn’t 
be here. Of course, the EMTs 
and that RN who removed the 
staple from my left ear when I 
was ten are important, too. 

I’ll also never forget the 
neurosurgeon who opened the 
top and released a little pressure, 
nor the plastic surgeon who 
reattached my lips and nose af- 
ter they'd been froze to the ice 
cream display at Baskin- 
Robbins. 

Then there’s the nice lady at 
the Mann who did the Heimlich 
when I got a Milk Dud stuck in 
my nose, and the guy with the 
chop sticks at KFC who removed 
the chicken bone from under my 
toe nail. 

I guess the carpenter who 
found three of my four sawed off 
fingers deserves mention, as well 
as that seamstress in Eureka, 
Utah who was able to stitch them 
back on. Oh, I must mention the 
nice lady who soothed my bum 
with aloe vera after I shaved it 
with that rusty razor and then 
fell into the vat of orange juice. 

And I can't forget the bowl- 
ing lanes mechanic at the ELWC 
who pulled my head out of the 
ball return slot. Or who could 
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forget the policeman who 
removed my first girlfriend's 
spiked high-heel from between 
my ribs after getting a little too 
fresh. ae Ke 

I will never forget my com- 
panion elder on my mission that 
stood by me for five hours wip- 
ing my mouth and comforting 
me as I vomited the cow-eye 
soup and blood pudding that we 
had eaten at an investigator's 
house. 

And after my wedding, when 
I fell from atop the Oakland 
Temple, and landed in the seated 
position on the jagged point of a 
fountain's sculpture,my brother 
helped me off and cleaned me up 
for the photographer; I was truly 
thankful for that. 

There're so many people who 
made a difference in my life, 
without whom I might be called 
something like “lefty”. — Elder 
Ernest Lee 


He changed my life 


When I finally tured twelve 
I was so excited to get the Aaronic 
Priesthood. Now I could go to 
the youth dances, attend 
priesthood meeting with all the 
older men and use my newly 
aquired power to make objects 
move at my will. 

Then I went to deacons 
quorum and met my new advisor. 
His name was Brother Wingate. 

At first he seemed to be a 
very nice man. He had recently 
moved in form Utah and was 


married with one child. He 
appeared to be a very educated 
person and taught lessons that 
none of us understood very well. 

As time progressed the 
lessons got more and more 
strange and hard for us to 
understand. We grew very 
confused, but accepted whatever 
he taught us. After all, he was an 
adult and we were only twelve 
year old deacons. 

Then came the Sunday that 
changed us all. We came in like 
any other Sunday, ready for 
another lesson that would teach 
us all sorts of new and strange 
principles that we had never 
heard before. 

He started the lesson calmly, 
but slowly got more and more 
excited about the topic until he 
was almost yelling. He was 
talking about something that had 
to do with the role of women in 
the church. He had started to 
explain something about how 
they shouldn't be allowed to 
speak or enter the chapel without 
a large turban. 

Just then, as he was yelling 
this at the top of his lungs and 
Jumping around the room with 
wild eyes, three men entered the 
room and carried him out down 
the hallway. He continued 
yelling back at us that we should 
not trust what any of the other 
leaders say if they oppose what 
he had taught us. 

We never saw Brother 

“People” continued on 

page 15 


Official Policies 
and Announcements 


All males over 30 will no longer be allowed to attend 
freshman dances at BYU. A card signed by the attendee’s 
bishop and picture ID will be required for admission to 
all freshman dances. 

All members should store at least a two-year supply 
of whiskey. Tamper-proof containers will be made 
available through your relief society temperance leader. 

All students who fail to graduate in the now manda- 
tory four years will no longer be allowed to graduate. 

Because of the lower numbers of youth attending 
conference, in April, music videos will replace hymns, 
and a light show will accompany the speakers. 


BYU Calendar 


Oct. 12 — During Paul Tsongas’ visit to BYU, the 
bookstore will be having a 1/2 price sale on all items 
(including educational software), the RB and SFH will 
be open to women only, and the Varsity Theater will 
have free screenings of Betty Bounces BYU: A Look at 
Women Athletic Footwear. 

Oct. 14, 21, 28 — Your testimony is renewed. Your 
life is enhanced. Your intelligence is increased. Your 
hormones flood your body. You once again can get the 
Student Review. 

Oct. 23 — Shlickem Shlackem Lickem Slapem will 
be performing at 132 E. 500 N at 7:00pm SHARP! ~ 

Oct. 23, Oct. 30— Special 72 hour fasts will be 
conducted before the BY U-Penn State and the BYU— 
Notre Dame games respectively. All members are in- 
vited to participate. 

Oct. 31 — The apocaclypse 
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[Stories from the B of Pigskin] 


Brand Name Clothing Outlet ) 
| Bot 1991 


The following was found on a scroll of pigskin during a surplus sale under the west stadium bleachers. 


Presents : 
The First Annual 
Homecoming 
Lacrosse 
Rumble 


2), Akiak, having heen born of alumi parents and havin een re football in 
my. anys, wil herein make an account o my fitet qame the enlightenment of 
my posterity ad to the wayd o| Cougar jand in my days. 
- Gum now that the reeor ¢) make 16 true; for Selb it with mine own 
word receddor; an make it according to my kuowlenge. 
ae it came to pado in the commencement of my fitet year at the only true 
and living Universit on the face of the earth, in that dame year were many 
gamed aud fumord G ae lak , 3 , | , } 3 | | 
ud it eame to padd that when eara thede great things, egqan te be . 
exceedin ly je ful. Sitty great anticipation for the Frat Pec ete wad B a U US. D ow ne a st 
aoe oly bu the knowledge that there wad much work yet to he done before L a C ro S S e L an C | ub 
that reat and wonderful day. 
eee ore, would that ye should hncur of the great preparations ¢) did 
make. id even purchase dsendon tickets, face-paints, Hila anirit-aljirt 
which mudt needs e worn ad a eondtant reminder of eougar-loya ty, ad well ad 
of protection againet unruly fans. 
na thus, that teat day did at last arrive. 2) journeyed many minuted to : 
reacy the gfeat and spacious dtadinm. nee indide, pasee Ge many Sponsored by 


ate and then AOceH' ed to the thi d and bi he level G llenche . Ounee S r 
oi oe i quest | rs DownEast Outfitters 


id look afcund me, and to my exceeding amazement, saw those G : ' : 
my friewds whieh ad qoue on before me. ie them to be loat in the Domino s Pizza 


ane 5 
. efowad, and yet, yere we were reunited once more, and my joy wad 30 Gandolfo's Deli 
enecedingly great that we dIA faint jor several minuted. 
ud with a mighty bladt of trumpets, an trombones from i hand, the qame 
in Commence. i le lieve cur Tait line to have heen held in redetve 
edpecin' 4 of thio game. ud, how great wad my dortcw when an Liego 


tate’ ait proceed to advance against them. Gud id even push, them hack into 
their end Zone and aeore. 


Aud it came to pase, 2) waa gut troubled in my heart. Gtad 2 not asked THE BEST 


a seri b edding on cur team judt ladt night ! ad not my entire dorm floor BOOKSTORE 
nett Gne with, aucther that very a{teruoon for our tripling warriord in line an IN UTAH 


white! Stow could they have gone oc ndtray! Caneen thede were perilous 

= COUNTY 
Aud thna we did ponder our dituation, and did search our sould. After “Utah Holi Mauaiine ae 

several =“ momentd of thought, we did decide toe for ive cur team. of we Pe 

ave all made mistakes, and ad dond ond aughters J our alma maters, we are Quality Literature 


Saturday, October 10, 7:00 p.m. 
Helaman Field (Next to Track) 


Free Admission ¢ Babes o' plenty 
¢ Food ¢ Fierce hitting 


Personal Service 


ecoundeled to love cut ‘ll ard uneon eee even ef we oan ae Located in a 1940 Farmhouse 
indomuch that we dyou @ ive them in all things. ud, we aid not dednnair, Fiction and Non-Fiction, Essays, 

3 h h ho y h h J h P Children's Books, Regional Writings 
ut did eoundel cue with another ad te wayd of redeeming cut team. 


Now carrying used books also. 


nd w ile our offense did stragge mightily with the adversary, we did ding 


226-5544 
i ifati ; g 1132 South State Street, Orem 
dongs o oe even hey .. yey baby aan d want to know i you wit be Hours" Mondays tirdey 10-5 
my gifl, an ere ar eougars, here we go. e did even make awave ad AT DCMS 
a symbol of cur unity. of we were of Gne isha and one mind in the goal o 


de eating E 
wd it came to pass for “Walal, being too eanght up in fieldly desires, 
ie te chey the atill omall voiee whicl told him to run the ball indtead. Cuieed, 

e wad todded and buyjeted by the dejende and wad even enticed into giving up 

id moot precious ball to the adveroaty, a id even then deore cuce more. 

ow bevola, there wete many who id abor dili ently in the field, who did 
good works eontinually. rongly their uneending efforts we were able at lndt to 
acore. Clnd thete wad much rejoicing amongst ie and. 
nd it came to pase that the team wad remove from the field, and a period | 

conjudion did endue. Oven true jand were attracte by dancers in ahort skirts, an 

red for their dents h those dellin refreshment that proclaimed ta bring great joy, 
but w ich merely Least temporary happiness. any fa oe quarterbacks did appear 


TACO SHOP 


<i> 4=© WHERE MAN 
| BITES FISH! 
‘Located by Osco Drugs & Pic 'N’ Save at 
¢ 1270N. State in Provo 
a 377-TACO 
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“Pigskin” continued on page 12 


WITH THIS COUPON 


Buy any meal at full price and | 
receive the second for half price. ' 
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P Vhis week, Old Testament 
Stories will focus on yet an- 
other of the prophets in the 

Old Testament that we know terri- 

bly little about, Lenny of Nineveh. 

Lenny, the Bible’s first Prophet/ 
Stand-up Comic (known earlier in 
his career as “Slappy the Smart- 
Aleck Altar Boy’), lived in Nineveh 
around 600 B.C., just before the 
downfall of the Assyrian empire. 
Other prophets had told of the de- 
struction of Nineveh for hundreds 
of years, but none told it quite like 
Lenny. 

The Ninevites of Lenny’s time 
had become an extremely hardened 
people due to the great number of 
prophets who had already proph- 
esied of their destruction. As a last 
ditch effort to save the wicked 
people of Nineveh, Lenny the 
Prophet/Stand-up Comic was sent 
to bring them to repentance by way 
of their funny bones. 

Lenny traveled to all corners of 
Nineveh and the surrounding area, 
preaching anywhere he could: street 
corners, private residences, night 
clubs, and even bar mitzvahs. No 
matter what the venue, Lenny could 
be found preaching while keeping 
the crowds in stitches. 

Almost all of Lenny’s teachings 
were destroyed when Nineveh fell, 
but the prophet Zephaniah appar- 
ently adapted many of his own 
teachings from Lenny’s mono- 
logues. Zephaniah 2: 13 reads, “And 
he will stretch out his hand against 
the north and destroy Assyria and 
will make Nineveh a desolation, 
and dry like a wilderness.” Ancient 
writings recently unearthed in the 
remains of Nineveh attribute this 
quote to Lenny. It originally read, 
“And he will stretch out his hand 
against the north and destroy Assyria 


and will make Nineveh a desola- 
tion, and dry like a wildemess. Dry 
like a wilderness? We’ re talkin’ as 
dry as the gefilte fish at Mica’s 
tavern. Ya ever tried the stuff? Ya 
couldn’t wash it down if ya drank 
the whole Dead Sea! Oi! I’m tellin’ 
ya, it’s nuts...” 

Lenny was also a pioneer of the 
“call and response” method of 
preaching that would become a 
staple of the Baptist church thou- 
sands of years later. “Yenta had a 
vial of olive oil that was so rancid,” 
Lenny would begin. “How rancid 
was it?” the congregation would 
answer. “It was so rancid, even my 
mother-in-law would cast it out. 
She’d keep the vial, don’t get me 
wrong,” Lenny would continue. 
“Which reminds me, I have a feel- 
ing the Lord’s about to cast you 
folks out if ya don’t shape up. And 
he’s not keeping the vial, if ya know 
what I mean...” 

So devoted was the prophet/co- 
median that he tried to strike a deal 
with the Lord much like Abraham 
of old. He asked that the city be 
spared from doom if he could make 
just ten people laugh. Lenny would 
tell the Ninevite audiences, “The 
Lord was gonna save the city for 50 
laughs, but I told Him you’re a 
tough crowd. So we settled on ten. 
This is a rough business I’m in, 
lemme tell ya...” 

Despite his snappy wit and re- 
lentless touring, Lenny’s efforts to 
divert Nineveh from its collision 
course were in vain. Nineveh saw 


its end only a few years into Lenny’s — 


ministry. However, he seemed to 
acknowledge the city’s inevitable 
demise in one of his favorite rou- 
tines: “Why do you think the Lord 
sent a comedian? The world’s got 
plenty of us, we’re expendable. Next 
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thing ya know, you’re gonna get a 
mime for a prophet, then you’ll 
know your days are numbered. 
Come to think of it, how would ya 
mime repentance? I’m teilin ya, it’s 
crazy...” 

As Nineveh went the way of 
Babylon and Sodom and Gomorra, 
Lenny officially retired from the 
prophet, seer, and revelator gig, but 
kept the Assyrians rolling in the 
aisles until his last days. He spent a 
good deal of time doing the syna- 
gogue circuit in Tell Brak, the Las 
Vegas of the Old Testament world 
and also performed as an occasional 
warm-up act for big name prophets 
such as Malachi and Zechariah. 

Transcripts of Lenny’s didactic 
schticks are showing up in more 
and more archeological digs, al- 
lowing us to better appreciate his 
unusually zany perspective on the 
gospel. The following are a few of 
his now immortal one-liners: 

e “Take my yoke, please!” 

e “What do ya want? I’m not 
getting paid for this!” 

e “Ts it humid in here, or am I 
just feeling God’s wrath like 
the rest of you people.” 

e¢ “I’m gonna make like a 
prophet and get the hell outta 
here!” 

e “I don’t do miracles, this is it, 
folks!” 

e “A bible, a bible, I had a bible, 
but I think my ex-wife took it 
with the rest of the stuff.” 

¢ “T can say that, I’m a prophet.” 

By studying the teachings of this 
prophet/comedian, Lenny of 
Nineveh, we can leam more about a 
once great people that got blown to 
bits. If we apply the teachings of 
Lenny to our own lives, we will 
become a better people and will 
probably be a hit at parties. 


A Passage to Palmyra 


As a student at BYU, I am 
just beginning to discover that 
life can be pretty hard. Between 
tests and other stress it is easy to 
forget what is really important 
in this life. Whenever I feel that 
I am being blown about or that I 
have lost hold on what should be 
near and dear to me, I pull out an 
old shoebox which I have filled 
with memories—a T-shirt, a 
dusty red brick, a candle, some 
pamphlets, a photograph, and a 
smooth shiny rock. These items 
all came from:a trip—my trip to 
Palmyra. 

I took this trip with my family 
the summer before I entered the 
big world of BYU. We drove 
from our home in American 
Fork, Utah, across the country, 
spending nights camped out at 
various KOA Kampgrounds. 

One of our first stops was the 
magical town of Nauvoo. All 
nine of us kids were wearing our 
“Families are Forever” t-shirts 
that day, which created a special 
kind of unity among us. My fa- 
vorite memory of Nauvoo came, 
as is often the case, in a small 
and simple way. It was toward 
the end of the day and we were 
hurrying toward our family van 
with our arms full of pamphlets 
and candles and bricks. Sud- 
denly, I tripped and my Nauvoo 
brick fell, shattering on impact. 


Moments at: 


brother Peter, holding his brick 
out to me. I told him that I was 
O.K. and that he didn’t need to 
give me his brick. But he 
wouldn’t take “no” for an an- 
swer. This dusty brick now has a 
special place in my shoebox and 
in my heart. 

As we continued travelling 
across the country, I began to 
notice how truly different we 
Mormons are from the rest of the 
world. I felt a strong impression 
that I should be sharing my bless- 
ing with someone else. I talked 
to my dad about it, and he sug- 
gested that perhaps I ought to 
give away a Book of Mormon. 
However, the opportunity didn’t 
present itself until a few days 
before we arrived in Palmyra. 
We were in the great city of New 
York for a few hours to look at 
the Statue of Liberty. 

We were browsing through 
some of the stands that line the 
street of New York, when sud- 
denly I found that I had become 
separated from my family. I 
heard a low voice grunt, “Hey 
you in da green t-shirt.” I turned 
around to see a wizened old black 
man staring up at me. He asked, 
“What do dat mean? Dos things 
you got writ all over yo’ shirt?” 
(I was wearing my “Families are 
Forever shirt.”) I explained to 
him that I was a Mormon and 


eryone he’d loved or cared about 
was dead, that he had no place to 
go, and no money. I pulled out 
my Book of Mormon and told 
him that if he would read it, he 
could be happy. He thanked me 


over and over again and prom-€ 


ised he would read the book. 
Then, with a tear in his eye, he 
asked me if I could spare a dollar 
or two so that he could buy his 
next meal. I gave him ten dollars 
and my address in case he had 
questions about the book. I took 
a picture of him and IJ felt won- 
derful because I had shared the 
gospel with him. It made me 
realize that even in a place like 
New York City, the truth could 
prevail. 

The last stop we made before 
heading home was at Palmyra. 
We each had the opportunity to 
spend some time alone in the 
Sacred Grove to meditate. As I 
sat in that beautiful forest re- 
viewing the details of the trip, I 
felt incredibly alive. I loved my 
family and my faith. Then I be- 
gan wondering about my future. 
What would I find at BYU? A 
calm assurance filled me. I knew 
that everything would be O.K. 
To remember the moment, I 
picked up a small rock and slid it 
into my pocket. 

With that stone, my collec- 
tion of memories was complete. 


Brigham Young University 


Maybe I should have asked 
Heavenly Father for help, I dont 
know. But one would think it wouldnt 
be so difficult. Maybe I should have 
just given up earlier—but I deserved 
one. A person would be inclined to 


a spot soon, I'd be late for class. Time 
for a new strategy. 

I picked a good row—three or 
four—I can't remember which, and 
sat at its beginning—waiting. Ah! A 
person getting into her car. I squealed 


the row. My parking spot! 

A Kuntzian glaze rolled over my 
eyes. My hair fell out. My mouth 
discharged a Cujo-esque froth. And 
I went into attack mode. 

I would get a parking spot, damn 


think that if he has a parking sticker _ the tires and pulled up behind her. I _ it! I deserved one. I paid my dues. 
he'd be able to park. gave her the universal signal for"Are There's one. Get out the way you 
I thought that I would. é zoobie, RM brown- 
Leaving 20 minutes Parking prolle if l noser. There's another, 
before my class, I exited S ha, ha! I'll get it. No! 
my apartment and drove e Three-hundred empty 
my car to the east G lot, drive studer l | spots marked with 
near the law building. It wheelchairs. 
was a bad sign when I . YU The hair on my arms 
entered the parking lot, msane at B was standing on end, 


joining a retarded 
Monaco-style race around rows of 
parked cars. But I had driven in 
Portland, Seattle, Chicago, Denver, 
Salt Lake, and the king of bad road 
planning, San Francisco. I knew the 
ins and outs, and special strategies for 
finding a parking spot. I knew the 
primordial camal instincts that I would 
need to call upon to find a spot—I'd 
played the game before. 

I started by weaving from the first 
to last row, looking for a person 
preparing to leave, eyeballing rows 
beside me, accelerating quickly when 
I spotted a prospect. Damn! Again, 
another car there before me. It seemed 
like no matter what I did there were 
always two or three cars on each row 
before me. By now, 15 minutes had 
passed, and I knew that if I didn't find 


you leaving?": a shrug of the 
shoulders with palms held out and 
open, and a dumb look on my face, 
pleading for a compassionate 
affirmative. She shook her frowning 
head, the universal signal for sorry 
you dumb bastard, better luck in the 
Millennium, and Tefttoa new lookout 
point—the front row. 

I was getting too impatient to wait 
for people to make their way to the 
middle rows; besides there was 
always someone at the other end 
waiting, too. It had been over an half 
an hour now, and just making it to 
class became my concem. 

After about ten minutes, a truck 
with a scraggly-haired driver and 
billowing black exhaust passed me 
justas a car pulled out in the center of 


and my shirt was 
drenched in sweat. My hands and 
arms were rapidly shaking, drool 
making its way to my chest. But, it 
didn't matter. I was in control. 

I know—I can come here early 
tomorrow morning around seven. 
Get a close parking spot, and keep it 
all day. It'll be mine. I'll paint my 
name init. Or, I could circle until four 
and get in the A lot. Then I could 
handcuff myself to the "faculty only" 
sign and have it for the rest of my life. 
Handcuffs, though. That means 
chafing. 

One lousy parking spot, why 
couldn't I have it? Okay, maybe I 
shorted my tithing last year. Yes, I 
saw a couple "R" movies (only with 
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Lemon - Lime Drink \ 


Another quality product of the 
Coca-Cola Bottling Co. of Salt Lake 


CHOCOLATE k 
Fenguins 
ae ieate 


White cocoanut 
cream center- - 
cloaked in rich 
dark chocolate 


A fine At your 
cookie store now 
confection 


by PURITY 


Pocatello 


PURITY BISCUIT CO. Salt Lake © Phoenix @ 
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Four new byu mission 


@2e@08000008080080808008080 


James W. 


Hendrickson, of the 


Provo 2nd Stake, Provo, Utah, 
has also been called to serve as 
president of the BYU 
Scholarship Athlete Mission. 
Brother Hendrickson resides 
with his wife, Samantha Lee- 
Hendrickson, and their two 
children in Indian Hills. 

Sam was born and 
raised in upstate New York, 
where she attended St. John’s 
Academy for women. At age 
eighteen, Samantha travelled 
to southern Africa, where she 
worked in camps for the 
homeless. She then attended 
Columbia University, double- 
majoring in Psychology, and 
Women’s Studies. She 
completed her doctorate at 
Stanford and currently teaches 
at the University of Utah. Sam 
is the Relief Society Social 
Awareness Specialist, and 
participates in the National 
Girl Scouts Association as a 


presidents called 


local supervisor. 

Sam prefers to refer to 
the Mission Presidency as a 
joint calling, and has 
enthusiasm for the possibility 
of giving the sisters at BYU 
Assertiveness training. 


LaVerle 


Adams, of the 72nd 


Stake, Salt Lake City, Utah, 
has been called to serve over 
the Off-Campus Housing 
South Mission. Brother 
Adams currently resides with 
his wife, June, and their six 
children in Sandy, Utah. 
June is a natural 
achiever. Born and raised in 
Goshen, Utah, she finished 
high school as the district 
track champion. She was 
also the accompanist for the © 
school choir. June has 
always had strong desires to 
serve in the Church. She 


6—DESERET SNOOZE - WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 7, 1992 


served a mission to Australia 


and has been active in 
missionary work ever since. 
She also recalls her first 


* calling as the Food Specialist — 


for Homemaking Night in her 
BYU Ward. She majored in 
Family Sciences, and has a 
keen understanding of her 
children and their needs. She 
is so proud to be called the 
mother of her fine children, 
Darren, Cindy, Joshua, 
Benjamin, Carol, and little 
Elizabeth. 

June donates her spare 
time to the PTA, the Church 
Welfare Ranch, and supervises 
the “I’m okay, you’re okay” 


‘Byron J. 
Phillips, of the 4314 


Stake, Orem, Utah, has been 
called to serve as President 
over the Marriott Center/D.T. 


Mission. He is currently 
residing in his North Orem 
home with his wife, Sheryl, 
and their thirteen children. - 

Sheryl, born and 
raised in Spanish Fork, has 
been an active member of the 
Church since her birth. After 
serving as president in both the 
Beehive and Mia Maid groups, 
Sheryl determined to receive 
the highest of high, the Young 
Womanhood Recognition 
medallion. To her surprise, 
after this beautiful event 
occurred, she was called to 
serve as the Laurel Secretary. 
Sheryl has diligently 
participated in activities such 
as the Adopt-A-Grandmother 
program, Sing-With-Me 
workshops, and countless 
Relief Society Preparation 
courses. 

In a brief interview 
held with this dear sister in 
Zion, she recalled her 
achievements as the “angel in 
the home”: 

-Just over ten years in 
pregnancy se 

-18,752 loads of 


Bee at ee ee 


Photo Credit: Diego Uchitel 


laundry (approx.) 

-9,502 diapers 
changed 

-1,789 jello molds 
lovingly prepared 

Sheryl is currently 
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serving as Stake Relief Society $ 


President, and says she is 


thrilled with the chance to 
support and sustain her 


husband in his new calling. 


Gage 


to serve in the mission 
presidency. 


Meret fee wee 


Tyler HH. 

é # 

Detmer and his wife will * 

_ be returning from Wisconsin z 


Janie Lynn Andrus, a 
Springville mother of seven 
and a returning student at 
BYU, was happily enrolled 
last fall in a number of religion 
courses. In fact, she spent up 
to seven or eight hours a day in 
the Joseph Smith Building. 

“Tt was all-consuming,” 
says Janie. “I started off two 
years ago with a Book of 
Mormon class from George 
Durrant ... then it was all I 
could do to keep any academic 
classes. All I wanted to do was 
read the scriptures and listen to 
those brethren explain them.” 

One of her special 
moments came just as she was 
leaving a class on family 
history and genealogy. 

“It was overwhelming. I 
was walking out of class, and I 
was all alone because 
everyone else had left and I 
had stayed to talk to the 
teacher. Suddenly this feeling 
just came over me that I wasn’t 
alone any more. There was this 
music playing softly in the 
background, too, like 
Afterglow or Kurt Bestor.” 
That day Janie met her 


a) a: 
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JSB 
genealogy 
moments 


\NE NEED To Be 
of ONE HEART 
ELpeR!! 


deceased grandfather in the 
JSB. 

“T hadn’t seen him since 
I was seven, so I wasn’t quite 
sure who he was at first. I 
stuck out my hand to offer him 
a handshake, and he said he 
couldn’t because he wasn’t 
resurrected yet. He then shared 
his message: religion classes 
for the dead. 

“Tt just made so much 
sense,” she recalls. “Why 
shouldn’t we allow our dearly 
departed to benefit from the 
blessings of the BYU religion 
faculty? After all, ‘a man is 
saved only as fast as he gains 
knowledge.’” 

So Janie Lynn Andrus 
has spent two semesters now 
repeating Religion 121 for all 
the names on her genealogy 
charts. She spends hours and 
hours a day listening to the 
same lessons, but she never 
gets tired of them. “They feel 
new every time,” she says. 
“And more often than not, I 
realize there’s someone sitting 
in the empty seat I always 
leave next to me. It’s real 


special.” 


As He Ma 
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American Heritage Professors Change 
Curriculum Under Inspiration | 


his winter American 
a2 Heritage students will be 

surprised by a new ver- 
sion of this required course. The 
changes will be made to recog- 
nize the diversity of a world- 
wide Church. 

“Tt’s like that scripture in the 
Book of Mormon says,” explains 
Frank Frox, the creator of the 
course. “You know, the one 
about ‘all are alike unto God.’ I 
guess we just never fully un- 
derstood that one before.” 

According to Brother Frox, 
the inspiration for the changes 
came when he and Plain Pope, 
the course’s co-creator, were 
meeting with the Honors section 
instructors, Noel Reynoldswrap 
and Ralph Shamrock. “We were 
discussing what minor things we 
could change in the text so we 
could print a new edition and get 
more money from the students,” 
he says. “Then a feeling just 
came over us, like, ‘If you’ re 
going to make a new edition, 


make it night.’” 

After they began to discuss it, 
and were looking through the 
course material for changes, they 
realized that their course was 
unforgivably ethnocentric and 
was saturated with right-wing 
political positions that encour- 
aged students to harbor ill feel- 


“Then a feeling came 


over us ‘If you're 
going to make a new 
edition, make it 
right.” 
ings toward minority groups, 
especially the urban underclass. 
Brother Reynoldswrap was 
especially impressed: by what he 
calls “a modern day revelation.” 
“All of a sudden I just knew 
that everything I had been 
teaching for twenty years or so 
was skewed. I knew that I had 
believed teachings about race 
and pre-existence, even after the 


1978 revelation came. I had 
transferred those ideas to corre- 
spond with the evolution of the 
welfare state.” 

The new text, Brother Frox 
explains, will be completely 
multi-cultural. “What were we 
thinking before, when we called 
that course American Hentage? 
All we had done was given a 
history of White Anglo-Saxon 
Protestant males. Where were 
the African-Americans? The 
Asian Americans? The Native 
Americans? Let alone the 
women Americans? If all are 
alike unto God, why didn’t we 
act like it before?” 

Frox thinks the answer to 
those questions lies in the po- 
litical stances the teachers used 
to share. “We were all so snowed 
by Cleon Skousen we weren't 
even open to revelation or the 
whisperings of the Spirit.” 

Frox also says that the text 
will only be issued in new edi- 
tions as the Spirit dictates. 


ve 


high school. 


THRILL to the adventure 
as Sariah valiantly refuses to 
give Cain a back rub. 

CHEER as Brother and 
Sister Betthenthou succeed in 
getting The Origin of Species, 
Catcher in the Rye, and 
Everything You Ever Wanted to 
‘Know about Sex But Were 
Afraid to Ask banned from the 


From the creators of that all-time favorite 
Saturday’s Warrior comes: 


Satan’s Warmongers 


MEET Ms. Belle Z. Bub 
and her three illegitimate 
children, Jezebel, Cain, and 
Judas. See their attempts to 
corrupt their righteous Mormon 
neighbors, the Betthenthou’s 
and their fourteen children— 
Molly, Peter, Nephi, Lehi, 
Sariah, Enoch, Ezra, Elijah, 
Esther, Eve, Joseph, Abel, 
Moroni, and baby Mahonri. 

FEEL the drama as young 
Peter blocks Jezebel’s efforts 
to get sex education into her 


SATAN'S 
WARMONGERS 


This movie is a must-see for any family, or even you singles out there, striving to 
fight temptation and gain the kingdom. Buy your copy today for only $49.95. It’s a small 


price to pay for salvation. 
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local public library. 

TINGLE with suspense as 
Judas unsuccessfully tries to 
persuade Eve into partaking of 
the mysteries of auto repair 
while at the same time tempting 
Enoch to take Home Ec. 

WATCH as Ezra and 
Elijah campaign against Ms. 
Bub and her efforts to destroy 
jobs through her evil 
environmentalist doctrine. 

PLUS... GREAT NEW 
SONGS! 

LISTEN to the power of 
the Adversary in songs like, 
“Vote for Bill,” “It's Only A 
Movie,” and “New World Order.” 

REJOICE in songs of 
power and righteousness like, 
“Three Cheers for the Status 
Quo!” “I Enjoy Being a Molly,” 
and “Where Will You Spend 
Eternity?” 
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Outstanding donor 
ROCHESTER, NEW YORK 


Ida Ibson was recognized by the local 


Honored pooba 
HIGHLAND, UTAH 
Jennifer Hubbs was awarded the Freeport, 


Lisa Pico hospital 
Pooba for 
Looba donating 
Club both of 
award for her 
merit kidneys in 
above and the space 
beyond of a week 
the call of (is now in 
a Pooba intensive 
Looba. care at 
North 
Chyenne 
General 


Hospital). 


Top person 
NEPHI, UTAH 


Nimble digets 
GLENSIDE, PENNSYLVANIA 


Staci 
Jeremy Swinton 
Springer won the 
... well “AT&T 
actually spiffy 
he did dialing 
nothing award” for 
special; having 
we just never 
like him. gi) dialed a 

H wrong 
number in 


her life. 


Looking good Magnificent discovery 
DEVORE, CALIFORNIA PROVO, UTAH 
Andrea Jeff Jost 
Schwecke found the 
won the biochemical 
Kodak film compound 
award for in Spam 
most , that will 
photogenic be used to 
coed from treat 
more than chronic 
40 yards. nose 
bleeders 
living 
above: 
1500 ft in 
western 


Africa. 


Not sold short 
MIAMI, FLORIDA 


Speedy scholar 
BOUNTIFUL, UTAH 


Zachary Helmut 
Schellburg Smoot 
Aanderud won the 
recieved the BYU 
Rex E. Lee honor 
speedy code 
graduation grant of 
award for $3000 
getting in for 

and out having 
with a the 
degree in greatest 
astrophysics shorts 
in only 18 tan line 
months. below 


the knee. 


ENLARGEMENTS 


35mm Color negatives only. 
One per customer when this coupon presented. 
Does not include Custon Cropping. 
Expires October 21, 1992 


Provo’s newest photo lab! We offer the finest in 
photo processing. We're different from other 
one hour labs. With over 11 years experience we 
can offer you the best for less and we guarantee 
your complete satisfaction. 


Try us for our price... come back for the quality ~ 


r 
maker 


SOUTH CAMPUS 
748 EAST 820 NORTH, PROVO 375-3557 


¢ Pre-pay any costume rental by 
October 15 and get 20% off _. 
your rental charge. . 


¢ Buy any mask 
by October 15 
and receive a 

20% Discount. 


e Just Present 
this coupon 

at the store * 
when you a 
come in. ac a ao 


¢ Costume Hotline -- 377-0765 
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THE TRADING POST 


A Resale Store 
For Discriminating People 


Leave the Past to Us 


36 West Center—Downtown Provo 
For Information call 377-POST 


Now Accepting Fall Clothing 


M\ Hoh 


Eve AOC OUST ItCrMUS.IC. ALL 
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New Callings Stigham Young University Provost 
Shepherd's son now guides 


our youth at BYU 


BYU president, Rex Lee, has 
called Peter Marry to the posi- 
tion of BYU Provost. Brother 
Marry will replace Bruce Hafen, 
who was called as the new early- 
morning seminary coordinator 
in Bullfrog, Utah. 

When asked about calling 
Brother Marry into the position 
of provost, President Lee re- 
marked: “With his background 
in service to animals and his 
extensive familiarity with fertil- 
izer, I, along with the Board of 
Trustees, felt Brother Marry the 
right person to tackle the job of 
provost. He will work closely 
with Student Life, BY USA, and 
the Honor Code office.” 

Brother Marry was born in a 
humble sheep shack outside of 
Eureka, Utah, where his mother 
was tending sheep that winter. 
“Dad trusted Mom so much, that 
he left her in charge of the sheep 
during those cold, winter months. 
It was such a responsibility to 
make sure that the sheep didn’t 
freeze in a blizzard, and that the 
ice on Utah Lake was broken so 
the sheep could drink. 

But Brother Marry’s idyllic 


Peter Paul Marry 

eborn: 29 February 1956 
in Eureka, Utah 

emarried: Mrs. Marry on 1 
March, 1973 

ewhere: in front of father- 


in-law’ s shotgun, Delta, Utah 
echildren: Peter, Paul, 
Philo, Phil, Nancy, Nanny, 
Nittany, Naunna 
*occupation: former ferti- 
lizer bagger, BY U Animal 
Science Farm 


A delightful 
hot beverage for those 
who don’t drink coffee. 
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pastoral setting quickly turned 
bleak. “After Mom stepped into 
the sheep-shack to have me, she 
stepped back out into the raging 
blizzard to see if any sheep had 
wandered out while she. gave 
birth. I never saw her again.” 
Fortunately, Brother Marry was 
taken in by a kind ewe, and raised 
to manhood. “At sixteen, I went 
to Provo, and found my dad liv- 
ing in the Riverbottoms. | 
couldn't stand the site of all that 
worldliness, so I struck off to 
Delta, Utah in search of employ- 
ment.” 

This was a bleak episode in 
Brother Marry’s life. “I met a 


Genesis 24:64 


Camel himself. 
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sheepherder’s daughter. She re- 
minded me so much of my 
mother, well, that Oedipal thing 
kind’ ve took over. I’m so grate- 
ful that my father-in-law made 
us get married, and gave me a 
job at the BYU Animal Science 


Farm. Life’s been great. Eight - 


kids, 450,000 bags of manure 
and nineteen years later, I feel 
ready to assume the responsibil- 
ity of BY U Provost. I look for- 
ward to working with BY USA, 
Student Life, and especially the 
Honor Code office. I brought 
some bags with me from my 
former occupation—just in 
case.” 


Scriptural moment 


"And Rebecca lifted up her eyes, and when she 
saw Isaac she lighted off the camel" 

Jake Burn from Detriot, 

scripture because he has lighted off many a 


Michigan likes this 


Mi eerie 


UPB 


_Amember of the BYU Riveria-Glenwood 44th Ward selflessly serving another. 


The BYU Riveria-Glenwood 44th 
Ward recently held a service project in 
the Provo Riverbottoms. “We wanted to, 
like, promote some good feelings,” ex- 
claimed Kindra Hopeliss, “so we, like, 
came up with the idea to park cars at a Joe 
Cannon “Welcome Back’ fest. I mean, 
what other ward has had so much experi- 
ence with BMWs, Mercedes, and Path- 
finders?” 

A car wash was recently held by the S 


Inspirational 
Story 
_ Adrive to Heber 


ell, Karla (spelled with a 
“K” and not a “C”) and I 
had known each other for 
almost ten minutes when 
we drove up Provo Canyon that fateful 
night. It was awfully cool that night, 
but we didn’t know that ’ cause the car 
was awfully warm—and not from my 
busted heater either. 

Well I took Karla up Provo Canyon, 
and we had planned on going around 
the Nebo Loop— not in the car mind 
-you— but because the windows were so 
misty we missed the Sundance turn-off, 
and kept heading up old 189 towards 
Heber. 

I guess it must have been about the 
Deer Creek Dam when I finally figured 
out that we’d missed the turn-on we 
were so desperately seeking. “Dam,” I 
said, and she slapped me for swearing, 
then kissed me for apologizing. 

We decided to continue on old 189 
to Heber City, that old hot spot of 
passionate farmers daughters and jittery 
sheep. But at the misty-windshiled 
intersection with 40, we took a wrong 
turn, and instead of Heber, we ended 
with Strawberry. 

Now Strawberry is pretty at night, 
especially with one of those Harvest 
Moon halos the moisture on your front 
windshield creates when it is awfully 
cool at night, and awfully warm in the 


| car—and not from a busted heater 


either. 
Now Karla and I spent some awful 


| good, perspiring moments—wait a 


minute, this was supposed to be a 
inspiring story, wasn’t it? 

Let me tell you about the Sacrament 
Meeting the next day, when ... 


BYU students serve others; 
promote fine art 


and Q Hall wards to raise funds for the 
new Ty Detmer statue which will stand 
across from Brigham Young. The statue 
will list all games that Ty played for 
BYU, excluding the Texas A&M Holi- 
day Bowl, Utah’s 1989 (or was it ’88? I 
forget) shalacking, and the two Hawaii 
games, all of which have been removed 
from the records of BYU football for- 
ever. 


Inspirational thought 
Last night as I lay on my pillow, 
last night as I lay in my bed, 
I stuck my feet out of the window, 
Next moming my neighbors were dead! 
—Irish primary song 


Introducing a new spot for 
Utah's Hottest Bands to jam. 
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APOSTLES OF JESUS CHRIST | 


Reprint of FULL-COLOR pictures of November, 1959 Improvement 
Era with text by President David O. McKay. For teachers, parents, 


or ward or home libraries. 


Now available in Bound Booklet Form at your L.D.S. CHURCH BOOK 
DEALERS — Only $1.00. % 
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If You've Got $7 
We've Got The Cure. 


Eight bucks and ninety nine cents for used CDs. 
Up to seven bucks credit for trade-ins. 
A healthy way to get rid of something you’re 
sick of. 1774 N. University Parkway. 


Graywhale Ne, CD Exchange 


© 1992 Penna Powers Cutting $ Haynes 


Godfather’s Gallery 


Friday, October 9 -- X Effect 
Saturday, October 10 -- Ali Ali Oxenfree 
Saturday, October 17 -- The Heeters 


All shows start at 9:00 p.m. $3.00 Admission at the door. 
At Godfather's Pizza in Carillon Square 


Party through Rocktober at 


Godfather's 
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YOU 
CAN'T BEAT 
SAMSONITE 

ON 
DELIVERY 


Li 


“Parking” continued fom page 5 


a little cussing, though, barely more 
than PG-13). There was that sexual 
experience, wait that was a dream. I 
took a cup of milk from my roommate. 
Called out sick to go golfing. Kissed 
my girlfriend with tongue, and like it 
And oh my heck, this it, the horror, 
the horror, I parked at the Riviera and 
didnt have a sticker. 

I gotta get a gnp. Eat some 
goulash. 


So to my apartment I went to get 
some goulash, watch CNN (see some 


and did attract groups of many 
followers in their competition 
for glory, and for riches, and for 
Delta airplane tickets. 

When at last the team was 
restored to the field, there was 
much murmuring amongst those 
in the stands. Many actively put 
down their team, and said much 
evil regarding them. Many were 
lost as the end grew near 
preferring the comfort of their 
cars and homes to the ongoing 
battle. 

Yet, there were some who 
persevered, I being amongst 
them. We held up and shook our 
keys, those being of the car, the 


hurricane ruined people, that would 
make me feel better), and skip 
Philosophy 201. 

But, I had another class, and it 
dropped your grade for skipping. 
This time it would be the west G lot, 
by the Tanner building. Looping 
around the SFH there wasn't even 
anything in the Y lots. But I would 
have my G spot. 

Nothing there. Nothing there. 
OK. Nothing there. I'm calm. 


“Pigskin” continued fom page 3 


dorm, the bike lock, and the 
house. Indeed, we were the only 
team who held all of the keys. 

Yea, and many more did 
dwindle in their unbelief, retiring 
with guile to pizza places in their 
hunger. 

And I and my companions 
did proceed to pull out our one 
quarter food storage, and feast 
on hot dogs and root beer, for 
fans do not live by buns alone. 

And it came to pass, that after 
our much valiant struggle, our 
team was overwhelmed by the 
adversary. Many rumored that 
they must not have conducted 
their weight training along the 


Nothing there. No problem. Nothing 
there, nothing there, nothing 
anywhere! Oh, Father, why me? 
What did I . . . Hey, there's a spot. 

In fact in my passionate plea I had 
passed by a couple getting ready to 
leave in their BMW. I backed up as 
they pulled out, parked my car and 
went to class. It had only taken me 75 
minutes and a quarter tank of gas to 
find a spot. 


guidelines set out in "For the 
Strength of Defense." 

And it came to pass that there 
was much weeping and wailing 
and gnashing of teeth amongst 
my dormates that night. 

O ye of little loyalty. For 
behold, being even disappointed 
myself, I remained firm in my 
belief that our team, yea, even 
the Lord's team will rise to its 
rightful spot at the top of the 
WAC standings. Wherefore ye 
need not suppose that I am the 
only one to so testify. Where- 
fore, if we shall endure to the 
seasons end, we shall triumph at 
the last day. And thus it is. Amen. 


Whether you want one chair or 1,000 
—you can count on service that just 
can’t be matched when you order 
Samsonite. Same goes for price. Our 
prices are not only lov—they’re the 
lowest. So write, wire or phone today 
for complete catalog of all styles of 
institutional fur- : > 
niture. You’llget — 

what you want, | 
when you want it, 
at the price you 
want every time. 


SamsoniteAll-Steel | 

Folding Chair is the | 1 
Besar: stendsre i i 
construction forin- | \ 


stitutional seating. 
en |) Forpriceand delivery information, see your 
rae Yellow Pages under "Chairs-Folding” or 
Yellow Poges | write Shwayder Bros., Institutional Seating 


Div., Dept. IE-62, Detroit 29, Mich, 


Samsonite 


ALL-STEEL FOLDING CHAIRS 
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@ BRIDAL GOWNS 
@® FORMALS 
@ DRESSES 

® LINGERIE 


® vidal 
Aarts 


38 South Main Salt Lake City \ 
| 


Teen-agers have always been special 
favorites of the Deseret News. One of the 
nation’s most outstanding teen writers is 
Elaine Cannon, author of the weekly “Dear 
Elaine” advice column. Enjoy the finest in 
local teen-age topics regularly in Your... 


DESERET NEws 
Salt Lake Telegram 


THE MOUNTAIN west's fas NEw sr areR 
OCIS 


IT TW TY 


The only true billiards hall around. 
POOL...TUNES...GRUB 


e Pizza, Subs, 
Beverage. 


¢ Buck an Hour 
Day Rate. 


e 12 Tables, 
Two Levels. 


e 50" TV for 
all Y Games 


8 


631 E. 1700 S. Orem, (Off State Street) 
12-12 Mon. - Thurs. » 124.) Pri Sat 


Folks of all ages really enjoy the freshness and finer 
flavor of oven-fresh Royal Bread. Enjoy some every 

day — see how delicious bread can be. : 
SS GD GD GD GD SS 2] SF GS SS GS GS OD GD 6 OD ED SD SS OS OD SS 0 OD a 
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Mormon forum 


Having a man of great importance 
look at you can occasionally make 
your day. Rex Lee has been known to 
wander about campus frequently, but 
whenever he does, he is always look- 
ing straight ahead or down at the 
sidewalk. Many students have won- 
dered how they could approach and 
talk to him, smile at him, or even get 
him to look up! Having the president 
of your university look up and smile 
at you is every student's dream, but 
most people don’t know how to go 
about it. Trying to stare him down 


How we did it: 


Be direct 

I’ ve tried many a stunt in my day 
while passing Rex on the way toa 
class, but the most effective results 
have always come from full nudity. 
Heather Owens 
Long Beach, California 


Listen to 
promptings 

At the end of last semester I started 
to try to get Rex to notice me. I was 
rather shy about it and nothing really 
worked. I became rather depressed 
and my grades began to suffer. While 
reading the Ensign one night, I was 
reminded of Pres. Kimball’s great 
motto “Do it!” The very next day I 
saw Pres. Lee jogging down 500 
North. “Do it!” came to my mind, so 
I just drove my car straight into him. 
I cried knowing that I had finally 
succeeded. 
Dave Bainbridge 
Eureka, Utah 


How can I get Rex Lee to 
look at me when I pass 
him on BYU’s sidewalks? 


has been proven by many to be a fruitless 
endeavor, as well as suddenly yelling or 
whooping in his direction; he simply 
continues on his way, oblivious. Some of 
the following suggestions might help you 
gain this goal. 


Blessings will come 


While working grounds crew at BYU, 
I had many opportunities to see Rex Lee. 
However, he never seemed to notice me. 
My lucky day eventually caught up with 
my patience. When I was trimming tree 
branches, I noticed Pres. Lee walk past. I 
jumped down, got in front of him, and cut 
off my right hand with the chainsaw I had 
been using. He noticed. One blessing I 
did not expect from this experience has 
been my newly acquired ability to write 
with my left hand. 
Bruce Williams 


Jacksonville, Florida 


Don't get 
discouraged 


I had many problems gaining Rex 


Lee’s attention. My chance came while I 


was sitting in the Cougareat during lunch. 
Rex came walking through, and I grabbed 
my taco salad and bolted for him. Stop- 
ping directly before him, I then dumped 
the salad down the front of my shirt. 


eWearing large animal costumes such 
as a camel suit would most likely grab his 
eye if you were to imitate the proper 
noises. 

eWhile spitting on him would prob- 
ably be effective, dumping a bucket of 


Unfortunately, he did not notice. So I 
tackled him and wrestled him to the floor. 
That worked. 

Denise Davidson 

Portland, Oregon 


Be patient 


While I can’t really tell you a good 
way to get Rex’s attention, I can tell you 
one way that didn’t work. One day I put 
my shirt on my legs, my shorts on over 
my head, and walked across campus on 
my hands. He didn’t even blink. In des- 
peration, I began singing “Adam-ondi- 
Ahman” in Latin, but I still got no reac- 
tion. When I finally hiked my shorts up 
above my elbows, Standards quickly 
hauled me away, and I didn’t even get a 
disgusted glance from Rex. I wound up 
feeling worse than ever. 

Raymond Whitney 
Poway, California 


water on his suit would definitely 
achieve the desired response and then 
some, while avoiding the vulgarity 
of unsanitary saliva. 

*Try having some casual banter 
with a friend, and when he comes 
into sight, mention in a loud voice 
that CNN just announced that Bush 
is considering Rex Lee for a supreme 
court nomination. For emphasis add 
this question: “Do you think the Lord 
would grant Rex a sabbatical to do 
it?” 


WRITE TO US: 


Oct. 13 How can I score with 

all of my FHE sisters without 
_ having any of them find out? 

Oct. 20 How to avoid im- 
moral conduct at the back of the 
Varsity theater. 

Oct. 27 How can I get the 
ladies at the Cougareat to give 
me more meat on my taco salad? 

Noy. 3. How to get program- 
mable calculators into the testing 
center. 


Nov. 10 How can I stop my 


freshman dances? 
Had any personal successes or 
Spiritual revelations in any of the 
above subjects? Share them with 
our readers in a clear and concise 
testimonial - about 100 to 150 
words. Write the "How-to" editor, 
Deseret Snooze, P.O. Box 7092, 
Provo UT 84602. Due to limited 
Space, your contribution may not 
be used; or may otherwise be 
censored, rewritten, or suppressed | 
| as necessary. 


A testimony of reality 


Mike and Carol Brady, the 
proud parents of six sweet chil- 
dren, thought their life was over 
when their oldest son Greg came 
home from his first year at BYU. 
"The first thing he said was 'Dad, 
Mom, I've gained a testimony of 
CES service. I want to be a 
seminary teacher!" After Mike 
beat the crap out of Greg, I sat 
down with him and talked to 
him. I guess he had taken some 
religion class, and was totally 
enamored with the teacher. For- 
tunately, I had gone to high 
school with this guy, so I was 
able to pop Greg's bubble. After 
Greg learned of our Eureka, Utah 
rendezvous, frat parties, and 
underwear swapping, he took a 
new, better course for his life-- 
he became an actor. Just think! 
We'll have our own Osmond 
soon. I also thank God that 
Marsha went to the U." 

Mike and Carol Brady's story 
is not rare. Many families have 
faced the stark reality of a loved 


one returning home from their 
first year at BYU totally con- 
verted to some religion class or 
teacher. After Charles and 
Marsha Manson's eldest daugh- 
ter Samantha came home from 
BYU suffering from RPT (reli- 
gion professor testimony) they 
decided to give their son Charles 
Jr. a few pointers. 

"First, we told him that stand- 
ing, prancing, dancing on a desk 
is of the devil. Second, most 
‘inspirational’ stories religion 
professors give, are actually 
heisted from Paul Dunn books. 
Lastly, many professors put 
subliminal messages in their 
multiple choice tests. We feel 
fortunate that Charlie put our 
words to good use, and now re- 
sides in a California Peniten- 
tiary, far from the heinous 
clutches of BYU religion 
classes." 

The Huxtables haven't been 
so fortunate. Cliff claims that a 
BYU professor's lesson "Live 


for Today: Forgiveness is at 
Hand" caused his daughter 
Denise to pose nude on the cover 
of Rolling Stone and star in bad 
movies. "We gave her every- 
thing," he laments, "and now, 
because of some religion pro- 
fessor, she is out living the life. 
What makes it worse, is that she 
plans on becoming an early- 
morning seminary teacher in 
Bullfrog, Utah after she has ex- 
perienced life so she too can 
teach young minds about the 
wonders out there, and the 
miracles of forgiveness." The 
Huxtables also request that if 
you have any information about 
their daughter, they would like a 
call at (801) 377-2980. She was 
last seen attending a CDU party. 

As can be seen, allowing a 
child to attend BYU can be det- 
rimental to their eternal well- 
being. We suggest that you send 
them to U of U, UVCC, Berley, 
Idaho State, ... 


Her's answers to this week questions 


(from page 2) 


Doubt it; if course; Sir (your name); I seek the holy grail; green—no 
blue; African or European? Source: Monty Python, your Momma and a bunch of crazy guys 
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Of note Milestones of togetherness 


Here at BYU, it’s always good to see couples who have weathered the trials and tribulations 
of “going steady.” The Deseret Snooze would like to recognize some special couples who have 
stuck it out, through thick and thin, hot and cold, wet and dry, smooth and extra crunchy, coarse 


e regret that there is nothing to note this week. Not that 
BYU hasn’t done anything worth noting lately’ except 
losing three football games in a row, and getting stories in the 


newspapers and on television about the nastiness of mid-thigh 


shorts. Of course we could note that 75 percent of all BYU 
students are unable to place their knees within three inches, or 
that tuition has once again gone up and that this writer would 
like to note that he doesn’t give a flying squirrel because he 
won t be here next semester (or so he hopes). 


Inspirational thought 
When you think that it stinks to be you, think of the 
poor people who live in septic tanks and suck on 
rocks for dinner- and be happy! 
—author unknown 


EXPERIENCE THE BEST 
BURGER IN PROVO 


Hamburger, Huge Order 
of Fries, and 20 oz. Drink 


fora mere $2.85 
401 W. 100. Provo * 374-9733 


rt aan 


uo : cD a 


RESTAURANT 


¢ Close to Campus 
¢ Open Late (‘till 1:00 a.m.) 
¢ Quality food at the right 
price for students 
¢ Big Screen T-.V. 
¢ Non-Alcoholic Bar 


TWO FOR ONE 
BANANA SUNDAE 


(With purchase of drinks) 
Flavors include Chocolate, Strawberry, 
: Pineapple, Hot Fudge, Blueberry, 
Rasberry, and Peach. 


1235 N. University Ave. 
Provo e 3730451 
Not Volid with other 
offers or specials. 
Exp. Nov. 30, 1992 


| Simply the best food in town. 
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and fine. We affectionately refer to them as marathon couples: 


Together SO months ... 

Jane Johnson and Jake Jamison met 
during freshman orientation week some 
four years ago. Since then, they have both 
served missions, changed majors, been 
threatened countless times by bishops, 
parents, and peers to get married, and 
broken off their engagement 17 times. But 
determination to make it work has kept 
them together, yet separate. When asked to 
sum up the secret of their success, Jake 
explains, “We're the only single students 
in Our age group, so we’re kind of stuck 
with each other.” 


Together 50 weeks ... 

Billy Jean Rindlisbacher and Billy Ray 
Rogers met at a party almost a year ago. 
Billy Jean recalls that fateful day: “He 
[Billy Ray] was so cute and shy. Of course, 
he was a lot younger then.” When asked 
why they haven’t gone the way of so many 
other BYU couples and gotten married, 
Billy Ray answers, “It’s all negotiation: 
our parents have already offered us a car if 
we get engaged. But we’ re holding out for 
a condo, as well.” 


Together 50 days ... 

Cindy Winston and Curt Waller met at 
the Palace over the summer. “We just 
started talking and we found out that we 
had something in common,” Cindy re- 
members, “we had both sneaked in with- 
out paying.” They have been keeping the 
magic alive ever since by meeting regularly 
for romantic interludes that spice up even 
the dullest of school days. Curt offers this 
example: “Jt was a Wednesday, when Cindy 
has classes all day, so I went early into the 
classroom where she had her next class 
and wrote, ‘] want your body, Cindy’ on 
the chalkboard in big letters. Boy, was she 
suprised.” 


Together 50 hours ... 

Mindy Thompson and Mark Tuck met 
on a blind date and enjoyed it so much they 
went out the next night. “It’s not something 
I usually like to do,” Mark admits, “but I 
cancelled my Saturday night date just so I 
could see her again.” Was the second night 
as great as the first? “Heck, yeah,” Mindy 
replies, “not only did he pay for everything 
again, but he only held my hand in the 
movie theater where everything was dark.” 


\ 


Together 50 minutes ... 

Sally Benson and Scott Billings just 
met at the beginning of their Biology 100 
class an hour ago. The way Scott remem- 
bers it, “There she was, with an empty seat 
next to her. It was then that I knew why GE 
classes were invented.” “The lecture was 
on single-cell amoebas,” Sally continues, 
“and he [Scott] leaned over and said, “Here 
we are, two single-cell amoebas, what do 
you say we do a little reverse mitosis?’ I ” 
couldn’t resist such charm.” 

Editor’s note: Our congratulations to 
Scott and Sally, who were engaged just ten 
minutes after this incident. 


Jane Johnson and Jake Jamison 


Chu 


VIEWPOINT 


rch News 


Breaking the mold of boring Mormonsm—eat asparagus 


Dullness has become a way 
of life for Mormons. Look at our 
clothes. Look at our houses. Our 
children. The jokes we tell. The 
food we eat. 

Two by two we go into the 
world in Swedish-knit suits, 
same haircuts, same shirts, same 
ties, to proclaim our dullness. 
“Join us,” we proclaim, “and 
you’ll never have any fun again.” 
For those of you who differ, lets 
look at the typical ward dinner 
function (they’re not called 
‘parties’ for more that one rea- 
son). 

To borrow from a commer- 
cial, they’ re “same-o same-o.” I 
should know; I’ve attended these 
functions in four states. From 
California to Tennessee, the fare 
is the same: Turkey, mashed 
potatoes, green beans, green and 


other assorted Jell-O salads, and 
ice cream for desert. This fare is 
fine if you live in Manti, Utah, 
where the turkeys come from, 
but come on folks, California? 
Tennessee? Idaho? 

California should serve what 
it’s famous for, well, I guess we 
can’t have that at ward dinner 
functions. But they should be 
serving Mexican food, arti- 
chokes and asparagus (from the 
fertile valleys) and be drinking 
citrus juices. Tennessee fare 
should be hog and grits, with a 
little Jack D sprinkled over the 
top. Idaho should serve, well the 
potatoes are fine, but let’s try a 
little Elk, or some beef. Now 
that we’ve taken care of the food, 
let’s look at the clothes. 

Shirt and ties. They’re not 
Sunday clothes, they’ re business 


clothes. Women wear Sunday 
clothes—nice frilly things that 
they wouldn’t be caught wear- 
ing anywhere else. The guys 
should do the same. Maybe some 
light pastel colors like mauve or 
carnation should be introduced 
into the Mormon male’s suit line. 
Would you wear that to work 
guys? No way! Then it’s good 
for Sunday. 

About the only thing not dull 
about Mormon children is their 
names, and then you could argue 
the polygamy-stupidity factor 
with some good basis. We put 
constrictors on the girls’ heads 
and around the little boys’ necks; 
for what purpose? Girls wear 
dresses and guys pants (at least 
they did the last time I checked). 
And every parent brings their 
child some sort of cracker or 


fruit loop to munch on. Why not 
feed the kid some licorice or 
some other sort of soft chewy 
food. Also, the mess would at 
least be on the kid—and not on 
the butt of the unfortunate soul 
in the next ward who happens to 
occupy the same bench as your 
child did. 

And let’s junk the Sacrament 
readings from the Ensign, New 
Era, and Friend poetry sections. 
Go for some gusto. John Donne, 
John Keats, and Emily 
Dickenson all wrote fine poetry 
that does not have a rhyme 
scheme of AAAA BBBB and a 
rythm section of da-da da-da da- 
da, da-da da-da da-da. 

And our homes. One picture 
of you and your smarmy sweet 
spouse and the temple you got 
married in is enough. Try some 


creative decor, like color on the 
walls, and maybe a patterned 
carpet in the living room. Also 
the three bike-two and a half car- 
tricycle-basketball-baseball bat- 
roller skate-driveway look is out. 
Put it in the garage on those 
shelves you built to hold that 
food storage you have always 
meant to buy since 1982. 

I won’t mention the standard 
reading and watching fare. Come 
on, M*A*S*H went off the air 
over ten years ago; it’s the age of 
Marge and Homey the Clown. 
Change channels—watch Dave, 
not Jay. 

We have a long way to go to 
get out of our dullness, but maybe 
with a faith in Better Homes & 
Garden and In Living Color we 
just might pull ourselves out of 
it. 


Testing Center Moments 


———— 


Coveys more 
L ROOMS 


JARBER SHOP 


BEAUTY Sal 


a fc oy ly 
' 


25 Pr PNET = 


an mi ary 


== 


lake cit 


As I swung open the door and looked 
around the crowded room, I knew it would 
be one of those tests. I laid down my 
paper and organized my desk to improve 
efficiency, but I feared the worst. 

I have intensely hated math since I 
was a child. Now, looking down at the 
434 final, I couldn’t seem to remember 
what it was that had inspired me to major 
in it. All I knew was that I was looking at 


a piece of paper eight and a half 
inches wide and eleven inches 
tall that made absolutely no sense 
whatsoever to me. 

There I sat, before this foreign 
paper, wondering what I was 
going to do. I had studied all 
night for this test, and as I slowly 
worked through the easier prob- 
lems I realized that there was 
very little hope of my getting 
anywhere near a passing grade. I 
did the best I could, squeaking 
out a few points here and there 
until I got to number seven. 

This was the culminating 
problem and it was worth 40 of 
the total 100 possible points. 
Seconds passed quickly, then the 
seconds became minutes, then 
those minutes added up to several 
minutes, then several minutes 
added up to quite a few minutes 


and before I knew it, an hour had 
passed. Sweat was now forming 
all over my body and permeated 
all of my clothes, even though 
the testing center felt colder than 
it ever had before. 

One of the proctors 
announced in a threatening voice 
that tests would have to be turned 
in within 10 minutes. Panic 
overtook me: if I didn’t get an 
answer for this problem I would 
surely fail the test, the class, I 
might not graduate, I would never 
get a decent job, and that hot girl 
in my math class would probably 
never go out with me again. 

As my frantic state grew, I 
suddenly remembered the lesson 
that had been taught the week 
before at church. It was an 
absolutely horrible lesson on 
financial preparedness, but one 
comment the teacher dwelled on 
stuck in my mind. “A penny saved 
is a penny that can’t buy you 
much of anything in today’s 
economy.” I didn’t know why I 
remembered this statement, but I 
couldn’t get it out of my head. 

When I finally did get it out I 
decided my only hope was to 
pray like I’ve never prayed 


Prayer and a hot testing center pr octor save 
the life of a math major 


before. There I was, in the middle 
of the testing center, kneeling 
down by my chair pouring out 
my soul over this fateful math 
test when I felt a warm, soft hand 
touch my shoulder. I looked up 
to see the most beautiful testing 
center proctor I had ever seen, or 
ever hoped to see, in my life. She 
smiled and in a beautiful, calm 
yet penetrating voice she whis- 
pered “five hundred and twenty 
four X, minus three hundred and 
twelve Y.” Then she handed me 
a newly sharpened pencil, 
sharper than all other pencils I 
had ever seen before, and walked 
away. 

As her bright white vest dis- 
appeared behind the other fran- 
tic students, I quickly jotted down 
the answer to problem seven and 
handed in my test just as the 
clock struck 10:00. 

I passed the test, passed the 
class, graduated, got a job mak- 
ing $80,000 a year, and the hot 
girl in my math class is now my 
wife. But, oddly e-nough, | 
haven’t seen that proctor in the 
testing center since that fateful 
day that changed my life. 


ee 


Ever think what would happen if 
fire were to lay waste your home , 


See the friendly Agent of the 


UTAH HOME FIRE INSURANCE (CO. 


in your locality. He will be glad to help you check your 
policies. 


“People” continued from page 2 


Wingate again and ended up getting another teacher. Things calmed down quite a bit and we 
continued on with our lives. 

Brother Wingate had changed my life forever. I had been all severly warped mentally and had to 
get serious counselling later on in my life. So I just wanted to thank my deacons quorum advisor 
Brother Wingate... FOR NOTHING! 

Last I heard he was teaching religion at BYU. — Bob Hurlbut 


Or see... 


HEBER J. GRANT & CO. 


General Agents 
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“AMATUER BOXING MATCH 


SUPER DAVE TURCOTT 
VS. 
BIG JIM HERMAN 


KAPPA'S OWN SWEET CHARITY PYKLES 
VS. 
CHI TRI'S SASSY SARAH LASETER 


LAWLESS LEIF LAW 
VS. 
JUSTIN "THE BANDIT" LYMAN 


CHAD "THE MIDNIGHT COWBOY" BAGLEY 
| VS. 
SCOTT "BINGO" LARSON 


BATTLE OF THE DORMS 
HELAMAN'S JEFF "THE HOUSE" STONE 
VS. 

DT'S SETH "THE RIFLEMAN'" STIFFLEMINE 


ROB "VIDEO" LOWE 
VS. 
THE CRUSHER 


JAMES "BARNUM & BAILEY" BURNHAM 
VS. 
MARK "THE MAULER" MOREY 


FRIDAY FIGHTS OCT. 9th - 9:30 SHARP 


PROVO ARMORY 500 N. FREEDOM BLVD. 
TICKETS $5 IN ADVANCE AVAILABLE AT GRAY WHALE CD EXCHANGE & ELECTRIC BEACH 


